ThcTragediC 

Vpon his party for the gainc thereof, 

And rbcrevpon he fends you this good newes t. 

That this lame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quecnc muff die at Pomfrer. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Brcaufcthcy haucbccnc ftill mine enemies: 

But that lie giuc my voycc on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowes l will not do it to the death. 

Cat . God keepe your Lordfhip in thatgracious minde. 
Haft. But I ih all laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my Maiflcrs hate, 

I Iiuc to looke vpon their trsgedie : 

I tell the Catesby. Qat. What my Lord? 

Haft* Erea fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend (ome packing, that yet thinkc noton it, 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When mtn arc vnprepard, and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous , and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray:and fo twill doo 
Withfomc mencls,whothinke themfclues as Cafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowft are dearc 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, I know they do, and I haue wclldelerued i. 

Enter Ltrd Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpcarc man/ 

Pcare you the Boaic and goc fo vnprouided/ 

Stan. My L. good morrow .’good morrow Catesby t 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode? 

Ido pot like theiefeuerali councelsl. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as dearc as you do yours, 

And ncucr in my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now. 

Think e you but that I knorw our date fccurc, 

I would be fotryumphant as /am/ 

Sta. The Lords at Pomfret when tueyrode from London 
Werctocund ,and fuppcfde their fates wasfurc. 

And 


of Richard the thrid. > 

And Indeed had no caufeto miftruft : 

M yet you fee how foonc the day orccaft, 

This fudden fcab of rancor / mifdoubt, 

Pray God, / fay , / prone a needlclTc coward, 

Outcome my L (lull wc to the Tower/ 

Ha.. I go-.but fay, hearc you not the newes? 

This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

#4. They for their truth might better wcare their heads, 

Then fome that haue aecufdc them wearc their hat : 
/?utcomemy L Ictvsaway. ExitL Standby Cat, 

Ha. Go you before, lie follow prcfently. 

Enter a Purfiuant* 

Haft, tf'cll met HaftingSjhcw goes the world with thee/ 

Pur. The better that it pleafe your good Lordlhiptoask. 
Haft /tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when / met thee laft where now we mcetc: 

Then was I going prifoncr to the Tower, 

By thefusgefiion of the Quccncs allies: 

But now I tell thee ( keepe it to thy felfc ) 

This day thofe enemies arc put to death, 

And I in better fate then euer 1 was. 

Per. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gurnet cy Haftings.hold fpend thouthat. 

He etues him his pttrfe. 

Pur. God fane your Lordfhip. Exit. Pur. Enter a Prieft. 

Haft. What fir /ohn,you arc well met: 

I am beholding to you for your lafi dayes exccifc: 

Come the next Sabboth, and l will content you. He rrhifperrs 
Enter Buckingham. ( in hi scare . 

Hue. How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Yourfriendsat Pomfrctthcy do need the Prieft. (prieft? 
Your Honour hath no fhiiuingworkc in hand. . 

Haft. Good faith, and when /met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde: 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Buc. / do, but long /(lull nor ftay, 

/(lull rcturne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft.Jh like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Buc. Aad fupper toO;aIthouj>h thou knowft it not : 

Come 



